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repeated bombings and shellings. In fact, although the damage was appalling, many of the solid stone buildings there were only half-demolished. It is astonishing how much high explosive is required to make a thorough job of destruction. I never saw a village in Italy which had been wiped completely out of existence as, I believe, were some of the villages of France by the repeated bombardments of the 1914-18 war.
We stopped just outside Foggia to lunch off bully, biscuits, cheese and chocolate in the shade of an ancient olive tree. Some New Zealanders had parked their truck near us and supplied hot water for our tea. There was an old covered well, and a tumbledown farmhouse with whitewashed walls. An aged peasant, who looked like Rigoletto, saluted us gravely and respectfully. Then a South African captain, a military government officer, came bustling up and asked, unexpectedly, "Have you seen a man in a blue serge suit and a black homburg?" I said, "No. Why? "
"Oh, I want him for black-marketeering in grain," said the South African. Then, as a furtive figure moved among the trees of the olive grove, "Ah, that's him. So long." And he loped off in pursuit. It was the first hint I had of the worst racket that afflicted suffering Italy during the years from 1944 onwards. An Italian pre-view of the spiv. While beggars thronged the streets of the big towns and the poor lived in filthy squalor, as in the infamous caves of Naples, it was possible to buy meals in the black-market restaurants to satisfy the most sybaritic tastes—at greatly inflated prices. A good meal for two, at the prevailing exchange rate, cost about £5.
All forms of dishonesty, especially stealing and banditry, were rife. Possibly the best black-market story I know concerns an Irish Roman Catholic priest who left his car outside the senior officers' hotel in Rome only to find, when he emerged, that one of the wheels was missing. Tyres were fetching fabulous sums, and the priest was lucky not to have had all four stolen or to find the car itself vanished. However, nothing dashed, he had his car towed on the following morning to the tyre black market in Rome, where he waited patiently and hunted round the various stalls. After some if floor was filthy.  This washing under
